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WANT 
Chem. E. Jr. 
THE velvety darkness of a moonless night was settling when 1 stepped out of a car in the outskirts of Laramie, Wyoming. 
My first thought was of food; I hadn't eaten for two days. I 
walked into a combination filling station and grocery store and 
addressed one of the three men who seemed to be the proprietor. 
"Do you have some work I could do to earn something to eat?" 
In a lower voice I added, "I'm kind of hungry." 
"Sorry, Buddy, we haven't a thing you can do," the proprietor 
said. I walked slowly toward the door, with a sinking feeling in 
the bottom of my stomach. I was only fifteen and had never 
faced real want before. I didn't know just what to do, but I 
thought there must be some way to earn a meal. 
As I stepped outside the door I overheard the proprietor's son 
say, "He's hungry, Dad." Before I had taken three steps someone 
called, "Hey, Son, come back here; I didn't know you were hungry. 
I thought you were just panhandling." I walked back with 
hanging head. They passed a hat. The three men and the pro-
prietor's daughter contributed a total of thirty cents. I chokingly 
thanked them. Turning to the proprietor I poured the fist full 
of pennies and nickels into his hand and pointed to pork and 
beans, bread, and a Milky Way candy bar, for I couldn't trust my 
voice. He put my groceries in a brown paper sack and dropped a 
nickel into my hand. A flat-topped rock under the street light 
served as a table. An old pocket knife did duty as can-opener and 
fork. Later, with a full stomach, I returned to the little filling 
station with its two gas pumps and its slamming screen door, to 
thank my benefactors with a smile which I hadn't been able to 
muster before. 
A S I walked toward town I began to wonder where I could find 
a warm place to sleep, for the Wyoming nights are chilly. 
As the railroad yards seemed a good place, I inquired the way. 
The first thing that occurred to me as I came in sight of the 
brightly lighted station was that I must write home to my Aunt. 
December, ip^o 
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She would be worried about me. I spent the nickel remaining 
from my thirty cents for a picture postal card. 
After wandering around the station for a while I got up nerve 
enough to ask the night clerk where a fellow could find a warm 
place to sleep. He looked around to see if any one was within 
hearing distance. Then he said, "Go around to the north side, 
and you'll find a man-hole. Lift the cover, let yourself down 
until you touch some pipes, then put the cover back on. Don't 
let anyone see you and don't tell anyone how you found out 
about this. Here's some matches; after you get the cover on, 
light one and look around. There's a level place back under the 
station. It'll be nice and warm back there." I thanked him and 
slipped around to the north side of the building. After the cover 
was safely down I lighted a match. The place was filled with 
pipes, but there was a level stretch farther back. 
Later I dozed off thinking of how glad Aunt Iva would be to 
get my post card. * 
Dearest Mom 
•Ha.Lcyon -HeLLne 
H. Ec. So. 
EAREST Mom, The yellow roses were to have been de-
livered today at ten. Did they come? 
Nancy died exactly 365 days ago. 
And it hasn't been a good day for me. I'd look at people who 
couldn't begin to guess what I'd be thinking about and wonder 
if maybe some of them had had something awful happen to them 
to make them terribly sad. Was your day just about endless too? 
I wondered, and thought about you lots. 
Nancy would have been nine now. For all the ten years dif-
ference in our ages, could we have been closer? 
It's 11:30 p. m. and it is beautiful out. There isn't a moon, but 
it is so light that sharp shadows are silhouetted on the snow; 
and it's unbelievably quiet. The fluffy snowflakes coming down 
slowly emphasize a stillness I've never noticed here in the country 
before. It's warm, too. I let my coat hang open so my throat 
would get as wet as my face and hair. The snow is sticky and just 
about deep enough to make a big, fat snowman. I went for a 
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